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Back darted Spurius Lartius;                             580
Herminius darted back:
And, as they passed, beneath their feet
They felt the timbers crack.
But when they turned their faces,
And on the farther shore                               285
Saw brave Horatius stand alone.
They would have crossed once more.
But with a crash like thunder
Fell every loosened beam,
And3 like a dam, the mighty wreck                   390
Lay right athwart the stream:
And a long shout of triumph
Rose from the walls of Rome,
As to the highest turret-tops
Was splashed the yellow foam.                       395
And, like a horse unbroken
When first he feels the rein,
The furious river struggled hard,
And tossed his tawny mane,
And burst the curb, and bounded,                    300
Rejoicing to be free,
And whirling down, in fierce career.
Battlement, and plank, and pier,
Rushed headlong to the sea.
Alone stood brave Horatius,                             305
But constant still in mind;
Thrice thirty thousand foes before,
And the broad flood behind.
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